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Science Shows How the
Great Cataract Woos So
Many Victims to Death.

The Gliding Current and Swirling
Rapids Are Possessed of Tre¬
mendous Hypnotic Power.

Nothing Is More Reasonable Than
That They Should Lure Happy and
Contented Persons to Suicide.

HUNDREDS HAVE DIED AT THE FALLS.

Or. Luys, the Great French Physician, Be¬
lieves That the Attraction of the Cat¬

aract May Well Prove Irresist¬
ible to Weak Minds.

HIAGARA FALLS, N. Y., Jan. 18.
Niagara Falls Is now recognized by
eclence as a marvellous Illustration

of the hypnotism of nature. Its fatal
power has lured more than a thou¬sand persons to their death If
Bath Bridge could speak, if the whirling
rapids and the jagged rocks at the base of
the American Falls that glisten in the sun-

Hght were only able to tell what they have
(witnessed, they could relate tales of fas¬
cination and resultant plunges into eternity
jjiat it would be difficult indeed to parallel.
Even In the days when the country round
about Niagara was ruled by the Seneca
tribe of Indians the sacrifice of human life
BTes not uncommon. Legends cluster
thickly about the history of falls and river,
ft yrfn firmly believed by the savages that
Niagara was one of the favorite haunts of
fee Great Spirit, and that the thunder of
the cataract was his voice, speaking in a
Strange tongue.
During this period the first suicide In

Bftagam*s grewsome record occurred. The
{legend whloh tells of it relates that it was
Jthe custom of the Senecas to annually[select the fairest young woman of the
fltrlbe to be the bride of the Great Sprit.
IfThe selection made on an appointed day,
'the girl was placed in a canoe dressed as
If for an earthly bridal. Then the canoe
fwas pushed from shore, borne down by the
swift current to the falls, and, with its
occupant singing songs of joy, swept over
the brink of the cataract. In this manner
the bride of the Great Spirit was supposed
to have joined him. It was a highly prized
honor, and the girl selected the envy of the
women of the tribe.
One year it chanced that the girl chosen

to join the Great Spirit was the daughter
of the tribe's head chief and her father's
idol. When her fate was announced the
father, with Indian stoicism, gave no sign
of his sorrow. At last her bridal day came.
It was decided that her father should push
the canoe from shore should start his
daughter on her bridal journey. "When the
moment of parting arrived, so the legend
has it, the chief placed his daughter in
the canoe. Grasping the craft as if to
push it far into the river, he stood inactive
for a moment. Then he suddenly stepped
into the canoe beside his daughter. In
another moment the little boat was away
from shore, and before th& members of the
tribe recovered from their astonishment
and horror, father and daughter had been
swept over the cataract's brink.
From this another legend has grown.

that the spirit of the Indian girl haunts
falls and river and by her unseen influ¬
ence urges those who visit the place to
follow in her footsteps, into the river and
over the falls.
Of the hypnotic power of Niagara, how¬

ever, there is n*> question. Fewt people who
have not visited them can realize the pe¬
culiar effect the monotonous roar and the
swiftly moving tons of water have upon
beholders. Strong-minded persons can ad¬
mire the beautiful scenery, the picturesque
effects and the great fall of water. They
go away charmed. "Weaker-minded indi¬
viduals, however, are fascinated, and

of them have confessed that they
have had to struggle to resist the almost
Irresistible impulse to become a part of
the swiftly moving a,nd foam-crested rapids
as the torrent sweeps on to the brink of
the abyss.

.. ,...All persons at all familiar with hypnotic
power and its source can understand what
effect results from fixedly gazing at a
steadily moving body. Even pensons of the
Btrongest minds are seriously affected
thereby, and if continued a sufficient lengthof time the person will certainly become

b5Sr0lLuys, one of the foremost of French
medical men, said in discussing this sub-
lecf "The results of continuously gazingkt running water must of necessity be of a
hypnotic nature. Lnconscious of the ef¬
fect of such action until it is too late to
shake off the hypnotic Influence a person
gradually loses his powers and succumbs to
the Irresistible. You often read, too, ofnrf experienced bicycle rider having amysterFout unTxplaifble fall To me the
exnlanation is simple enough. In a mo¬
ment. of abstraction the ri<Ier s gaze be¬
came fixed on the rushing ground directl)
beneath his wheel. Bach second chained
his attention to the ground more firmly,
untH all at once he fell to the ground,
unable to maintain his equilibrium.

"Tt is a mistaken idea to suppose that
hypnotic influence is the result of a strong¬
er mind. The old method of hypnotism
was to cause the subject to look one stead¬
ily in the eye while the operator s hands
were continuously passed about his head,
rrrk Vvtt tiiu'fpssful by this method the sub-
iect must feel he is going to be hypnotized
and not offer the slightest mental objec-
11-Now we have a machine with which

merely the result of nature's law.
So it may be seen that Niagara Is not

unlike the French hypndtlc machine with
the moving, listening surface AU that is
necessary to prove this 1b to stand on

immediately, and this effect grows
momentarily. A person with a pliant mind
would naturally succumb sooner than one
nf i determined character. Let one 01 tne
most pronounced of the class
look at the current from Bath Bridge for
five minutes and he will almost have to
grasp the railing to keep himself from in-

>;k
one who has paid especial attention to the
causes to which the Niagara suicides are
ascribed must wonder at the astoucdingly
large proportion declared to be due to in¬
sanity.that is, no reason could be learned
for them. As a matter of fact, the cases
are diagnosed wrongly. The cause in nine¬
ty per cent, of the alleged insanity cases is
hypnotic and it is doubtful if the suicide
realized he was taking his own life before
the current dashed him over the fa]1";It is not uncommon for one of these
suicides after the plunge^ into the river
to shriek for help and fight, desperately
against the fate that is of his own choos-
h " Quite probably the hypnotic influence
under which these-people labored has been

neutralized by the effect of the plunge into
the water, and the unfortunate victim who
has no desire to relinquish life is carried
down to his death vainly trying to realize
how it all came about.
A recent Instance of the strange powerexercised by Niagara is the suicide of Olaf

Rosen, a tall, handsome man, whose sweet¬
heart's picture led to the discovery of his
home. He was a prosperous business man<>f Duluth, Minn., and there is no reasonknown why he should have taken his life
except that he seemed to have fallen des¬
perately in love with the waters of the tor¬
rent.
While so many fall victims to the deadlyenchantment of the cataract, there areothers who have troubles which need no

mysterious influences or weird surround¬ings to urge them on to defilB. JamesHaffa, of the Marine Hospital of Phila.delphia, was the victim who preceded OlafRosen by only a few weeks. He had a sadlife story, and the end was quite dra¬
matic.
"That's my bed to-night!" he exclaimed,bitterly, to a hackman as he pointed tow¬

ard the foam-tipped rapids just above the
cataract on the American side., Then, asthe hackman sought to restrain him, Haffa
said he was only joking.A policeman was informed of the remark
and the Philadelphian was followed. While
on the bridge leading across the rapids to
Bath Island, which lies between Goat Isl¬
and and the American shore, Haffa sprang
over the railing into the rapids."Too late!" he cried, as the policemantried to clutch him. It was too late, for
the wild torrent seemed to roar a triflelouder, like a hungry tiger gloating over its
prey, as the suicide's body was swept on
over the brink, dashing against the half-
sunken rocks and whirling in the eddies ofthe rapids, which held the victim for a
moment before sweeping him on to the
edge of the gulf. It all took only a min¬
ute, perhaps, but to the spectators it
seemed like the eternity into which Haffa
had consigned himself. They stood speech¬less, helpless and horrified until the body
was swept over the falls.
The Bath Island bridge has been a

favorite place for suicides, and only last
October L. B. King, of Lockport, jumpedoff into the rushing rapids just when*
Haffa took his fatal leap. It was King'sthird attempt, and he was clearly a victim
of the weird influences of the cataract. He
was a prosperous painter, his family af¬
fairs were not disturbed, and he left a let¬
ter in which he only wrote:
"Everybody has been kind to me."
Niagara Falls people will not tell how

many misguided creatures have gone over
the rail of the Bath Island bridge into the
American rapids, for they do not like to
have the place bear the name of a "Suicides'
Paradise." But there are scores of sui¬
cides on record. One of these was the sen¬
sational suicide of George W. Knapp, a
commercial traveller of Utica, in Septem¬
ber, 1880.
Florence M. Evarts, of Fort Erie, was the

sole witness of Knapp's suicide. Knapp
stood a long time gazing at the rushing
rapids. Then, removing part of his cloth¬
ing, he drew a pistol from his pocket. Stand¬
ing close to the rail he raised both hands
high in the air, flred the revolver and dis¬
appeared over the side of the bridge into
the rapids. The cause of the suicide was a
mystery, and Miss Evarts had no doubt
that the fatal fascination of the roaring
waters was the only reason for Knapp's
action.
One of the most sensational suicides of re¬

cent years was that of a French Canadian
girl, Amelia Choteaux, of St. Catherine's, in
1881. She was a student at the Convent of
Our Lady of the Sacred Heart, which is
built upon a high bluff a short distance
back from the Niagara gorge. Amelia was
only eighteen years old, beautiful, accom¬
plished and wealthy.
She became the promised wife of a Mon¬

treal man. One day she received a letter
which told of her lover's marriage to an¬
other woman. A few hours later she was
missed, and the Sisters found in her room
a little note, which read:
"My promised husband has married an¬

other woman."
Prospect Park, which is now part of the

State reservation, was then owned by pri¬
vate parties, and electric light excursions
were being run to the Falls from Buffalo
and the surrounding towns. Powerful search
lights were used to Illuminate the cataract.
On this particular night the electric dis¬
play was in full operation. One powerful
stream of light cast far up the rapids dis¬
closed a boat swiftly moving down with the
current. As it swept, into closer view those
who saw it were horrified to see a human
form in the stern of tire craft. As the lit¬
tle boat tossed about in the rapids the girl

I
Stoop Over That Swiftly Flowing, Glistening Current and You Will Feel the Mysterious Attraction

Which Has Wooed Many to Their Death.
(Drawn by a Journal staff artist).

seemed clinging to it for dear life. Then it
vanished. Whether the boat was swallowed
In the great volume of water that poured
over the Falls, or whether it shot out away
from the cataract and was hurled through
the air into the torrent below was never
known.
Most bodies that go through the gorge are

stripped naked by the action of the waters,
and when recovered are unrecognizable.If people who contemplate suicide at Ni¬
agara could gaze upon these remains they
would surely seek some other means of
self-destruction. That, perhaps, is why res¬
idents of this region are so successful in
resisting the fascination of the falls.
The horror of a recollection of the fearful

sight presented by most of suicides would
be sufficient to break the most powerful
charm of enchantment. Down at the dock
at Lewiston these "finds," as they are
called, can be seen at almost any time,
tied to the dock with a rope, waiting the
arrival of a Coroner. Fishermen are usu¬
ally rewarded by relatives for finding them,
and some almost make a living by this
grewsome work.
One dramatic suicide was that of Mrs.

Erastus S. Prosser, widow of a former
legislator of New York and prominent in
State politics thirty years ago. Mr. Pros¬
ser was a very old man when he married
her, and left her a large fortune. There
was a romance, too, about the marriage,
for the woman sued him for breach of
promise of marriage in 1877, and after
an exciting litigation Mr. Prosser concluded
to make her his wife. Unlike some forced
marriages, this one turned out happily, and
when the old man died a few years ago
the widow's grief was intense. Soon after¬
ward she came from her home in Buffalo
to the Falls with a party of friends.
Mrs. Prosser left them in Prospect Park,

walked to the edge of the rapids close to
the verge of the Falls and calmly jumped
in. As her body was being swept out into
the stream her dress caught on a nail in
some sunken cribwork and held her body,
which was tossed about in the torrent In

full view of hundreds of people.
Jack McCloy, the famous guide, secured

a long rope, tied it about his waist and
ventured out into the rapids. Strong men
ashore held the other end of the rope, and
McCloy was soon carried by the current to

Dr. Luys' Hypnotic Machine, in Use in
Paris Hospitals.

(From a photograph.)
Mrs. Prosser's body. He got there just in
time, for the current had almost torn the
body loose from the nail-caught dress. The
men on the riyer bank had a hard strugglegetting McClo£ and the woman on land,
but finally succeeded. Mrs. Prosser was
dead, and the work of rescue resulted only
in saving her body from disfigurement in
the waters below.
Mrs. Bessie Ludera, scarcely twenty, pret¬

ty, blue eyed, golden haired and the wife
of a musical director and composer of New
York City, went over the Falls about five
years ago. Mrs. Luders was very gay, and
quarrelled with her husband over the atten¬

tion paid to her by other men. After one
or two estrangements they were reunited,
and the wife went to a New York hotel
to meet her husband.
A Boston admirer, who knew she was

going to this hotel, sent a telegram to her
there, which the husband read. A quarrel
followed, but there was a reconciliation.
Next day Mrs. Luders disappeared, and no
trace of her could be found. She came
direct to Niagara Falls. After having been
treated for sleeplessness by a local physi¬
cian she walked to the brink of the cat¬
aract and jumped in. Her body was found
ten days later and was claimed by her hus¬
band.
About the same time the composer's wife

closed her wrecked life Mrs. Charles H.
liathbun, a well-known and wealthy widow
of Buffalo, sought death at Niagara. Mrs.
Rathbuu had been visiting in the home of
Dr. William H. Buck, in Hyde Park, Chi¬
cago. One Sunday she disappeared and
took a Michigan Central Railroad train for
her home, ih Buffalo.
The train stopped at Falls View, on the

Canadian side, to permit the passengers to
get a better view of the scenery. Just as
the train was starting, Mrs. Kathbun left
her seat in the car, went to the platform
and stepped off of the slowly moving train.
No attention was paid to her actions at
the moment.
She was seen to run to the railing, and

as she climbed over it some bystanders
started after her. She continued down the
steep incline to Cedar Island, and, although
she tripped and fell several times, she was
able to plunge into the swiftly moving rap¬
ids before her pursuers could prevent her.
Her body was quickly swept over the
Horseshoe Falls.
Niagara's detailed story of death can

never be told. Many a life ends in its
waters of which people know nothing, for
it is often the case that the river refuses
to give up its dead. Not less thap thirty-
five persons annually throw themselves into
the river. That Niagara's hypnotic power
is the primal cause in 75 per ceut of these
cases is almost beyond doubt.

Stfanc|e Offerings Are Given to the Goddess of Fife by the Frightened Natives of Samoa.
(Drawn by a Journal staff artist).
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BLACK figures, impassioned with wor¬

ship, frenzied by fear, weirdly pic¬
turesque, strangely occupied, are

silhouetted against a dreadful red glare
in the sky over Hawaii every night
now. They are fire worshippers,
at least, they are superstitious per¬
sons who, with the memory of the death
and destruction which the island's great
volcano has caused in the past, are endeav¬
oring by offering sacrifices to its patron
spirit, the Goddess Peli, to prevent it from
overwhelming their homes and roasting
them alive this time.
Their fear is based on horrors which have

been rarely paralleled in history, and if it
drives them to forgetfulness of their new

Christianity and back to memory of their
old heathen forms of worship, it is not sur¬

prising.
Something or somebody has angered Hon¬

olulu's dread Goddess Pell, and she has
once more, after a long quiescent retreat,
rushed out of her fastness of Hale-mau-
mau. She has smashed the great black
floor of Kilauea. The big volcano of Ha¬
waii is once more in eruption. Coupled with
the cosmic disturbances which accompany
the phenomena, this has set all the Kana¬
kas' fear and superstition which lie under
their veneer of Christianity in a ferment.
To the Hawaiians, Peli Is the Siva, the
destructive goddess, the great power of evil
of their mythology. She holds her seat
among the lava tribes of the eight-mile
crater which has been burned out of the
plateau of Hawaii back of Hilo. What
her face may be like no man can say, for
no man has ever looked upon it and lived.
Three things, however, are known to a cer¬

tainty about her.
First, it is known that she has hair like

spun glass, for has not every visitor to the
volcano of Kilauea found and brought back
some of her tresses V To be sure, the un¬

imaginative scientists persist in sayiug that
this Peli's hair is nothing, but filaments of
thin blown lava glass, but the Kanaka
knows better, and he has lived in the
Hawaiian Islands much longer than any
scientists.
Second, it is known that her ability to

work evil and damage is unlimited, for
when she rises in red hot fury she stirs
up her gigantic caldron until its millions
of cubic feet of moulten lava spread over
its edge and stream down over the planta¬
tions aud villages that lie in the lowlands,
licking up lakes in their passage, turning
forests into charcoal and wiping out every
vestige of home and thrift with a whole¬
sale destructiveness to which the guerillas
of Maximo Gomez in Cuba cannot hold a
candle. There is no doubt about this, be¬
cause she has done it, and the one aim of
the Kanaka's life now is to keep her from
doing it again. In this attempt he adopts
the Chinese method of propitiation, and
herein mercifully lies the third fact of her
known attributes, which ii nothing morej
than her fondness for sacrifices. Almost
everything in the way of a gift seems to
please her. There were days when nothing
helped her toward good nature so rapidly
as tender little children. Hundreds of
them were doubtless thrown to horrible
death in her dreadful crater.in years gone
by and black tales have been circulated,
which say that these dreadful old practices
have not been wholly forgotten in 1896.
But, happily, few human sacrifices will be
made. >

But pigs I They will die by the thou¬
sands. 1'ete loves roast pig.
To properly understand the way in

which the sacrificial orgle of roast pork
is conducted it will be necessary tc get
a clear idea .of the great order of sacri¬
fice. It certainly is int iscSl remarkable,
the most fearful, and the grandest in na¬
ture. The crater of Kilauea Is a gigantic
burned out cup ou the Hawaiian plateau.
The Hawaiian Islands are nothing but a
collection of volcanoes. Indeed, if it were
possible to get a bird's-eye view of all the
islands, they would be found to be as
pitted and ringed as the face of the moon.
The hugest of all the craters is that of
Mau-na-loa, in the Island of Hawaii. It
lies in the blunted cone of the gently riB-
ing mountain of the same name, and is
so vast that New York could be dropped
into it. But like nearly all of the vol¬
canoes of the group. Mau-na-loa is prac¬
tically extinct. At its inland base, how¬
ever, where it stretches out into the
great plateau back of Hilo, there lies the
still active volcano of Kilauea. It is a

Hawaiians Trying to Save
Lives and Homes by Mak¬

ing Sacrifices to Peli.
The Great Fire Woman, Powef.

of Evil, Must Be Propitiated
to Prevent a Horror.

All Sorts of Offerings, from Young
Pigs to Human Beings, Thrown

Into the Boiling Crater.

WEIRD FIGURES AGAINST A RED SKY.

New-Found Christianity Is Forgotten la
the Emergency Which Only the

Old Heathenism Seems
to Meet.

sharply defined abyss of an irregular oval,
with precipitous walls, from five hundred
to eight hundred feet in height.
The country all around this crater la

generally bleak and barren, but it is dotted
here and there with little plantations of
fern trees, while in some spots there are
the Quietest dells imaginable, carpeted
with thick grass and gay with the bright¬
est flowers. These oases, however, are
nothing but so many treacherous smiles,
for kick aside the flowers and scratch aside
the grass and a nauseating little puff of
sulphur will spring out. The whole place
has a laboratory reek about It.
The bottom of the cup, to one standing

on the edge, looks like a dark grayish
tasselated floor of moderate smoothness,
except about th« middle, where there rises
a ragged, ugly little mountain. That is
Hale-mau-mau, the house of eternal Are.
Peli's home. Hale-mau-mau is always
there. It is the focus of disturbance,
the vent of the crater. Not only is It al¬
ways there, but it has always some show
of life. At its quietest It fumes and mut¬
ters, and sends up clouds of smoke and
steam, and at its worst it is a devastating
terror.
In the face of one side of the walls a

trail has beeu cut of so easy a zigzag
grade that one can ride on horseback down
it. When the floor is reached its appai>
ent level character, as seen from above, is
found to have disappeared, and instead of
the tasselated pavement one finds a
broken mass of volcanic rocks, around and
over which he has to clamber, following a
guiding line of yellow, made of powdered
sulphur. Peer down any of the crevices
between these rocks and you will see little
spurts and feathers of steam. Thrust your
stick down any of them and you will bring
It up hot and smoking. Put your ear to
any Of them and you will be aware of a.
curious dull girding and grinding beneath.
The whole floor, in fact, is but a crust,

a good, thick crust, to be sure, still only
a crust between you and the Hawaliaa
hell. As you get nearer to Hale-mau-inau
you find that instead of a mountain, it
is nothing but a chimney, a clilmtoey built
of cinders from its own fire. It is a black,
ragged, cliff-like chimney, the sides of
which slope far out on to the floor, and
the top of which is broken into peaks and
pinnacles. From out between these pour
clouds of steam, which every now and
then are lit up ".it*»/a flash of red, aa one

.'c a blast i

Work fiiu'r - ^y aown to tnt *vi<»*rB,ard
of the smoke and dig your way up re¬
side of this great cinder chimney and yon
can look right down into the place itself.,
In fact, you can do more; that is, if yot»
have a level head, good lungs and strong'
pair of shoes you can wriggle and dig
and slide yourself down the Inside of the
chimney and stand on the brink of the.
inferno. It is like getting at the great*
red-hot heart of nature, and seeing and
hearing it beat. Moreover, it Is only when
one, stands face to face with such am
energy that one gets an idea of the shars*
that the great power of lire has had ,ln
the shaping and changing of the shell we

live on.
In the midst of Hale-mau-mau there lie«

what has been called a lake of fire, butt
it is not a lake, it is a river of fire. Far
down at one end is a broken archway, and
out of this there flows a rosy red river of

molten lava, which spreads out Into a

broad reach, which in turn flows out again
Into another broken arch far down at the
right hand. The molten river flowB in

noiselessly, but it rushes out with a roar¬

ing swish as it makes Its last P'nage
from view. This is due to the following
C
When the molten lava.which seems to be

of the consistency of molten Iron when

passing from white to red heat.spreads out

Into the reach or lake, a crust forms over it

of a delicate silver gray, due, of course, to
the sudden cooling of the surface by ex*

posure to the air.
Lava has the peculiar Quality of always

flowing from beneath, and so instead 01 tne

crust being melted by a new stream spreading
over it, the supply is poured in under. Then,
comes the great sight. Across the silver

gray crust lines of cleavage run life so

many lightning strokes. There Is a crash, a

roar, and the cooled blocks are thrust up
and piled np and over each other, as though
that beautiful figure of speech had come to
pass, and had been frozen over and the ice
dam was broken. These blocks arecarried
hurrying to the cavern of exit, and in tne

scurry and blockade the flaming torrent
leaps up and booms about the opening with
all the fury of a shallow sea on a bar. In
the face of a wild northwester.
This is Peli's sacrificial grove. When she

is to be propitiated a supply of lively and
succulent piggies is brought her by the de¬
vout, and as soon as the crust Is formed one

of the victims Is chased out on to it. 1 1gs
have sharp feet, which cut through the
thin crust, so that piggy's chances of
crossing the fiery lake are small. Ins is

as it should be, for if the pig gets across It
means that Peli will not grant the
while if the pig breaks through and la
killed instanter. it means that Pell has gra¬
ciously accepted the offering.

It is saifl on good authority that when the

ex-Queen Liliuokallna wq.s about to embark.'
on a momentous enterprise she brought>
Peli the offering of a sacred pig, but the
little devil scampered across on the crust
and got safely to the other side, upon which*
an accessory to divinity was employed in
the shape of a Kanaka retainer who chased
piggy back into the burning lake.
The propitiation of Peli Is not always so

easv a matter, however, and when she
rises In her anger. Instead of finding one

vent for it, she breaks out all ovar the
great lava floor, and then, instead of the
one burning river of Hale-mau-mau, the
whole crater of Kilauea is turned into a

jit of flame. The lava floor melts like sugar
.n hot water the great hidden reservoirs
of molten rock are emptied and the burn¬
ing, tumbling, boiling mass rises and rises
until its millions of cubic feet are filled and
It flows over the edge of the cup.
Not once or twice has Peli thus risen, but

many times. Even within the memory of
the present generation Walkikl has beeu
invaded by the lava torrent from Kilauoa,
and only a year or two ago a great red-
hot river crept down and stayed only when
within a mile or two of the pretty seaport
of Hilo. When such an eruption take*,
place, with its accompanying earthquakes,
a general disruption of the elements, the
Kanaka feels that while the missionary
may be great, Peli is greater.

Canine Dudes of Purl*.
Paris, the acknowledged centre of fash*

Ion, can even boast of Its dog-tailons. A»
fin-dc-siecle Parisian dog must have toilets
for receptions, for race meetings and for

the seaside, and even a pocket for its rail¬

way ticket. On wet days its feet are care¬

fully protected by India rubber shoes. On
the occasion of a recent fashionable wed¬
ding the animal jorned in the bridal pro¬
cession, being led with silken ribbons by
gavlv-attired pages. A fashionable dog
tailor made the costumes, which matehel
the servants' liveries. The quadrupeds a

bedecked with white satin and lace a id

garlanded with orange blossoms. The Paris¬
ian canine "upper ten" are, in truth,

2"gay dogs!"


